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Strike deep enough to reach them where they lie :
Despair and danger are their fostering climes,
And their best sun bursts from a stormy sky:

He was our man of men, nor would abate
The utmost due manhood could claim of fate.

Nothing ideal, a plain-people's man

At the first glance, a more deliberate ken

Finds type primeval, theirs in whose veins ran

Such blood as quelled the dragon in his den,

Made harmless fields, and better worlds began:

He came grim-silent, saw and did the deed

That was to do; in his master-grip

Our sword flashed  joy ; no  skill of words could

breed

Such sure conviction as that close-clamped lip ;
He slew our dragon, nor, so seemed it, knew
He had done more than any simplest man might do.

Yet did this man, war-tempered, stern as steel
"Where steel opposed, prove soft in civil sway;
The hand hilt-hardened had lost tact to feel
The world's base coin,  and glozing knaves made

prey

Of him and of the entrusted Commonweal;
So Truth insists and will not be denied.
We turn our eyes away, and so will Fame,
As if in his last battle he had died
Victor for us and spotless of all blame,
Doer of hopeless tasks which praters shirk,
One of thtfse still plain men that do the world's

rough work.